AMERICANS   ALL

There were books of all sorts, including philosophy
and some of Victor Hugo's sensational ones in Italian
with dime-novel lithograph jackets, but the greatest
seller among Italian Americans, and the biggest stock,
despite sons now sent to universities, is always Caro-
lina Invemizio, who is the Ethel M. Dell, the Bertha
Clay, the super-Elinor Glyn of Italy. This store had
nearly a hundred of her concoctions with reeking
jackets and titles: The Love which Killed, Accursed
Love, The Atrocious Vision, The Kiss of Infamy,
Dora, the Murderer's Daughter, The Crime of the
Countess, The Bridegroom of the Dead, The Bandies
Secret, The Robber's Sweetheart, The Bastard Child,
Fatal Woman (in two volumes), The Beautiful Maniac's
Revenge, Fatal Passion, Little Martyrs, The Female
Satan, or the Hand of Death! Finally she had turned
modern on us and given us Murder in an Automobile
(for seventy-five cents). The titles are even more juicy
in Italian, and if I hadn't been compelled to keep on
writing books myself to make a living I'd have aban-
doned authorship and spent the rest of my life reading
hers.

Gino stopped next with me in a big food-store which
had Mortadella sausages and beautiful pure white
cheeses in transparent white bladders being bought by
beautiful pure white nuns in opaque black. I was dis-
appointed that most of the wine was domestic red ink
and Chianti (type) from California.

The proprietor said, "You can't blame my cus-
tomers, or me either. This costs forty cents a bottle
instead of two or three dollars."
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